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insistence : " We'll drive the Reds out of the province and
finish. We won't go farther. Let Russia manage her own~
affairs, and we'll manage ours. We don't want to force our
system on them."
All autumn a sluggish struggle went on. The main
strategic centre was Tsaritsyn, and both Reds and Whites
flung their finest forces in that direction. In consequence
neither side had any strong preponderance on the northern
front. The cossacks had large forces of cavalry and, exploit-
ing this advantage, they carried on co-ordinated operations,
jianking movements, and attacks on the enemy's rear. But
the cossacks gained the ascendancy only when they were
opposed by morally unstable divisions consisting of newly
mobilised Red Army men drawn mainly from the area
immediately behind the front. The Saratov and Tambov
men surrendered in thousands ; but as soon as the Red
command flung a workers' regiment or a sailor detachment
into action the situation was changed, and the initiative
passed from hand'to hand, only victories of local significance
being won by each side.
Whilst taking part in the war, Gregor tranquilly watched
its course. He was convinced that by winter there would
be no front. He knew that the cossacks were pacifically
inclined and that there could be no talk of a protracted
struggle. Newspapers rarely reached the front. When one
arrived, Gregor would pick up the yellow sheet of printed
packing paper and would grind his teeth as he ran his eyes
down the military communiques. The cossacks around him
would roar with amusement as he read aloud the bold,
artificially cheerful lines :
" September 27th: A struggle with varying success on
the Filimonov sector. During the night of the 26th the
brilliant Vieshenska regiment drove the enemy out of one
village, and, following up the success, entered Lukianovsk.
Trophies and large numbers of prisoners were captured. The
Red^ detachments are retreating in disorder. The cossacks
are in splendid spirits. The Don cossacks are panting for
fresh victories ! "
" How many prisoners did we take ? Large numbers ?
Ha-ha ! The sons of bitches ! We took exactly thirty-two.
And they say . . /' Mitka rocked with laughter, pressing